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here on Wednesday, and found the hotel very comfortable ; but the cold was great, which was not  astonishing,  as   we   had   ascended  three thousand three hundred feet in three hours and a half.    On Thursday morning we started in an open conveyance, wrapped in every warm fhapj that we possessed ; mercifully the wind had gone down since the day before, so we just managed to endure the keen air without too much discomfort.    We drove thirty-six miles through the Blue Mountains, and I cannot imagine anything much more lovely ; the views on every side were charming, and I could not get over the splendour  of the  foliage  in  midwinter.     When I remarked on this to our driver, he said, * We'd be thankful to see the leaves drop ; we get sick of these everlasting, unchanging Blue  Gums!1 The  air  is  deliciously  aromatic,   and   though cold, it becomes hot the instant the sun shines out.
We lunched at a halfway house, and reached our bourne, the Jenolan Caves, at 3 P.M.; and though we meekly confessed to being pretty tired, we were at once ordered off to visit one of them. We had to take off our good dresses and
get the loan of dirty old clothes;   Miss B-----
wore a pyjama suit, and made a very nice boy, but I absolutely declined to go to that length of juvenility. In consequence I was enveloped in a dreadful skirt that made me look like some disreputable old charwoman. (As I wrote the